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CHAPTER XI.

The Baker's Daughter.

A large part of our ambitious
American population is prone boast-
fully to ascribe its origin to one or
olther of those highly respectable, it
really little known monarchs to whom
is commonly accorded the foundation
of old world nobilities. We have buoilt
up a pretty fictlon regarding so-called
blue blood, on the flatteriug, but whol-
Iy unsupported supposition that royal
nualities are transmissible to the thir-

tieth and fortieth generation; so that!

"1is a poor Amerlcan family Indead
cannot boast {ts coat of arms, harking
back to royal days of Charlemagne or
Willlam the Conqueror. It may be,
Their majesties were active, morgan-
atically at least no doubt, much-mar-
ried men!

But continually there arise disturh-
ing instances to upset us in our beliefs
regarding aristocracy. There are go
very many worthless aristocrats, in
whom the theory of descent did not
work out according to accepted sched-
ule; and there are g0 very many wor-
thy but wholly disconcerting men who
are not aristocrats—eo continually do
Lincolns arlee who, clalming nothing
of birth or breeding, show themselves |
to be possessed of manhood, show
themselves, moreover, masters of
those instincts and practices which
go with the much-abused title of

gentleman; a matter In  which
not all descendnnts of Charles or Wil
llam join them.

It is well known among theatrical
managers that no real lady can im!
tate a rea’ lady. The highest salaries
in ladies' theatrical roles are pald to|
ladies who are not ladles, but who |
play the parts of ladies as they think
Indies really would act In actual lirr
Il you seek a woman to carry off
fown, one to asaume such really rw..a
uir as shall bring the name of Willlarn
or Charlemagne Impulsive to vour
lips, find one still owning not more
than one of the requizite three gen
erations which are set as the lowest
I'mit for the production of a gentle-
man or a lady.

Continually In our American arls-
feeracy—and In that, par consequencs,
of Europe—we find ladies whose fa-
thers were laborers, shop-keepers,
soap-makers, butchers, this or that,
anything you like. So only they had
money, they did as well as any to
wear European coronets, 1o assist &t
royal coronations, And, having proved
their powers in swift forgetfulness,
they offer nag good proof as any, of
the sclentific fact that gentleness of
Leart and soul and conduct are not
things transmissible ¢ven to the third
and fourth generation, either In
Ameriea or Europe. Your real arloto-
crat perhaps after all, & made, not!

born.
As to Virginia Delaware, daughter
of the baker, John Dahlen, In St.

Louis, she started out In life with the
deliberate Intent of being a lady,

knowing very well that this is Amer- |

{ca, where all things come to her or
ber who does not wait. In some way,
a8 has been eald, she had achleved
graduation at a famous school where
the art of being a lady is dispensed,
8he had, Indeed, even now and then
scen a lady In real life; not to men-
tion many supposed ladies In theat-
rieal life, playing the part as to them
teemed fit, and far better than any
lady could.

The soul finds its outward expres

slon In the body. The ambition shapea
the soul. It was wholly logieal and
natural that, having her particular am:
bition—that of many American girls—
Virginla Delaware should grow up tall,
dignified, beautiful, composed, se!fl
restraining, kindly, graclous; thess be
ing qualities which In her tradning
were accepted ns properly pertaining
and belonging to all aristoerats. We
have already seen that, put to the test,
in the midst of our best arlstocrats—
those who frequent the most high'y
gllded and glazed hotels In New York
—she was accepted unhbesitatingly as
of the charmed elrcle, even by the
head waiters, Had you yourself seen
her upon the Chicago streets, passing
to her dally otcupation, you also in
all likelihood would have commented
upon her as a rich young woman, ané
one of birth, breeding and beauty, We,
have spoken somewhat regarding the
futllity of mottoes and maxims In the
cabe of an ambitlous man. As much
might be sald regarding their lack of
applicabllity to the needs of an ambi
tlous woman. Virginia Delaware
would have made bher own maxims
had she needed any; and had she been
obliged to ehooss a coat of arms, ahe
surely would have selected the Chris |
Uan motto of "Onward and Upward.",

The best ald In any ambition Ues In
the Intensity of that ambition. We all
are what we really desire to be, each
can have what he really covets, If ke

will pay the price for It. In her gentle .

ness with her assoclates, in her dig
nity and composure with her smploy
or, in her conduct upon the street and
In the crowded car, in all situations
and conditions arlslng In her own life,
Virginla Delaware diligently played
the part of lady ma bost ghe comnre

| nenaed that; because she haa tue in |

tense ambition to be a lady., She con
tinually was in training. Morcover,
she had that self-resfraint which has
been owned by every woman who ever
reached any high place in history. Sha
kept herself in hand, snd ghe held her |
sell not cheap. Likewlse, after the
fashion of all successful politiclans,
she cast aside scquaintances who

would be of little usge, and pinned her
faith to those who promised to be ol
future value. Such a woman as It-_l
can not be gtopped —unless she ahall
unfortunately, fall fn love.

If there was ealumny, Virginia Dare
heeded it not.
clously and with dignity, as a Indy
should. And all this time her great
personal beauty Increased to such a
point as to drive most of her fair azen
clates about the headnuarters’' offices
to the verge of rage. To be beautiful
and aristoeratic both assuredly is to
invite hatred! It is almost as bad as
to be rieh. Mise Delaware allowel
hatred to run its course unnoted, Sha
needed no maxims over her desk, -e
quired no ancestral coat of arms, She
was an arisloerat, and meant to bhe
accepted ns such
though shmple folk may not read a

woman's mind—she saw further into!

the future than did John Rawn h!m.
gell,

There remained, then, as against the
ambition of Virginia Delaware, the one
pitfall of love, and even this she cas.
Iy avoided. Beautifnl as ghe ungues-
tlonably was, admired as slie certainly
was, If there had been fire in this
girl's heart for any man, she kept it
either extingulshed or well banked for
a later time, She hnd gently declinel
the heart and hand of every male
clerk in the office. She had chosen
her own ways, and was aot to be (i
verted. Cool. awmbitious, perfectly in
hand, she went her way, and bided
her time
|  Cnol, ambitious, perfectly in hand,
John Rawn also went his way In life.
| w0 more ambitions souls than t!l--'—‘ Y
or two more alike, you scarcely eouls
kave found in all the descendants nf
|!he two bucaneer-monarchs we bue
| paed,

And Rawn continually found some
ihing respousive In the soul -of thias
youag woman, something ihat neser

found its way into speech on elther |

gide. She was the type of devolion
and of efelency. Gently, without any
cutentation, she took upon hersell a
vast hurden of detail; and she added
| thereto an unobirusive personnl gery
fee upon which Rawn unconsclous!y
| came more and more to depend,  1Hd
he lack any little accustomed Imple
ment or appliance, ghe found it for
! him forthwith. Did he forzet a name
& dote, a filing recoqd, it was slte who
supplied it out of a memory infallibie
as a fine machine. From this, it was
but an easy step to the point whers
the young womnn's unobtrusive uid
beecame vseful even beyond boslnees
houra, John Rawn had never studied
to play any social role. Did he necd
coungel In any soelal situation, shoe,
tactfully hesitatant and modest, al
ways wps remdy to tell him what he
sliould do, what others should do. Had
| he an appointiment, It was she who re
minded him of It, and It was she whn
had made It. Wera there personil
hillg to pay, It was ehe who pald them.
She presided over his personal bank
account, and there was no hour when
she could mot have named the doliars
and cents In his balance. Did he wish
| to avold an unwelcome visltor, It wis
| arranged for him dolleately hlvi with.
out nffense. Little by little, she liad
become indispensable, both in a busi
| nass and a soclial way—a fact which
John Rawn did not fully realize, but
which she knew perfectly well. It had
pever been within ber plan to be any:
thing less than that. She knew, al-
though he did not, that John Rawin
also was Indlspensable to her.

Rawn came from no social statlon
Litaself, and as we have seen, had
grown up ignorant of conventionnl
e, 8o that now he remalned carelozs
of routine now that thle young woman
shoulidl attend in all his visits to ths
East in business matters—where, n
short, he could not have got ulong
without her. There was tnlk over this
—unjust talk—and much amused com.
ment on the fact that the (wo seemed
%0 Inseparnble. Rawn did not know
i uote It. They literally were running
together. hunting in couple in the
great chase of ambition, Few knew
row what the salary of the president's
jrivatg secretary represented in round
figures. Certainly she dressed as a
lady. Certainly also she comported
kerself as one. It was, In the opinlon

of John Rawn, no one's business that '

he registered himaclf at the New York
hotele, and efther did not register his |
companton at all, or else contented
himself with the wholly deseriptive

word “Lady” opposite the number of |

the room whose bills he told the clerk
to charge to his account.

Never was there the slightest ground | Peated she slowly.

for suspiclon of netual lmpropriety be
tweon John Hawn and Miss Delaware,
! Abundance of bad taste there certainly
was, for Rawn, without explanation or

apology to any, always ate in company |
of his assistant, was constantly seen

with her on the streets, at the opera,
play. He showed, In short, that

he found her wociety wholly agreeable
upon every possible occasion. If this
was in bad taste, If many or moat, In
i the usunl guess, put it at the point of

might be pleasant but who prﬂlmbl?'

She accosted all gra !

In all Hkelihood—

fal! their IMDSOT. Whe WS Billcoy
in band, knew perfectly well her mind,
knew perfectly well the price she must
pay. Bhe let matters take thelr course

knowing that they were advancing

She Had Chosen Her Own Ways.

safely and surely In one direction, that |

which she desired. She was more
gkilled in human nature than her em-
ployer, saw deeper into a nan's heart |
than he had ever looked into a wom-
an's!

And thep, at last, the iife schedule
of Virginla Delaware was verified, At
last, the Inevitable happened.

On one of these many trips to New

York, Miss Delaware had been alone |
hote] for |

in her apartments at the

most of the afternoon, Ip the evening,

before the dinner hour, she was sum- |
moned to meet Mr. Rawn in one of |

the hotel parlors. At once she noted
his suppressed excitement. He scarce
could wait until they were alone, In
8 far corner of the reom, belore exe
plaining to her the canse.
“I don't like to say this, Mlss Dela

ware,”” he began, "but I've got to Co
| 1y

“What do yon mean, Mr Rawn?"
the replled In her usual low and cleay
tones.

“There's beon talk!"™

“Talk? About what?"

“Irst™

“About us? What can you mean,
Mr. BEnwn?" ghe nsked,

“The world I8 so confoundediv!
smiall, my dear girl, that It ceans ev-

erytling you do is Known by every-|

body elsg. Of course, a man Hie my
scl? 1s In the publle eye: it w -m
alwars nilnded ocur business I
ought not to have beon gnybody alse
buginees tevond that.®

“You disturd me, Mr. Ravn!
has hapnened

“—But now, to-nizht, now—just a
little while 22o0—1 1ot thls fellow Ack
erman—you know hin—Dbig man in
the company—usad 1o be general traf
fle manager down In 8t Louls, on th¢

What |

old ralirosd whers T began—well, he |

whas drunk, and lhe f"” i

“What could hie say?

“He got me by the cont collar an)
progveded to tell me how much—how

much—well, to tell the truth, he con |

nected your name and nine I he
wasn't drunk—and n direcior—1 go
down there yet and =mazh his face fo1
nim! What business was it of hist
Of covrse, men don't mind such things
g0 much. Bul wheua It comes (o you--
why, my dear gir]!"

The truth has already becn Stated
regarding John Hawn; that, butrn
chian, bhalf-dormant
& century, and then putting into busi
ness what energy most men put into
love and pex, he had passed a life ot
slngular Innocence, or kEnoranee, ns
to womankind. He had never counte-
nanced much gossly abort women, b
cenuse he had Iittle interest in the
tople, The grande passion marks
most of us for its own now and agsin,
or {8 to be feared now and again; bt
the grande passion hnd passed by John
Rawn. He was now appronching fifty
years of age. Marrled he had been,
and divoreed; but he had not yet been
In love.

He now apole to his like, his mate
| In the hunt, of the opposite sex, a
young woman who at that very mo
ment was as beautiful a creatura as
might have been found on all Man
hattan, a woman known in all Man:
hattan now as the mysterious “Lady
of the Lightnings,” the godders of the
stock certificates of one of the maost
mammoth American eorporations, a
creature over whom Manhattan's most
critical libertines were crazed—and
helplesa: moreover, a woman who, out
of all those in the great caravanseral
at that moment might as well as any
have been chosen as the very type of
| gentle breeding and of zentle woman
hood alike. Dut she had not yet been
in love.

“I don't understand, Mr. Rawn." ro
“What possible

rround could Mr. Ackerman have had!

You surely don’t think he could have

spoken to anyone else?

“1 wouldn't put that past Ackerman

' when he's drunk. If he'd talk to me
he would to others. And you know
perfectly well that when talk begins
about a woman, It never stops!™

{ "No, that Is the cruel part of IL.®

Her volee trembled just enough, her
eyesa became Just sufficiently and dis
creetly molst; she choked a little, just

Impropriety, John Rawn gave himaelf “uMclently.

no concern. The Rawn aristocracy be- |

gan In him. He founded It, was Its
Charlemagne, its Willlam the Conqner

or, as ruthless, as regardless of others,

as selfish, as megalomaniue as the best
of kinga. Here, therefore, were itwo

artstocrats! They ran well In couple, |

It Is not to be supposed that a girl
#o shirewd as Virginla Delaware could

fall to realize the full Import of all |

“It Is eruel” she mald, with a pa
thetic litte slgh. “but the hand of ey
ery man seems (o be agalnst a woman
Did you ever stop to think, Mr, Rawn
how helpless, how hopeless, we veally
Are, we womon?

He fung blmsell closer upon the
couch beside her, hils face troubled, a#
she went on with her gentle protest

“All my life I've done right as near

this. She let the slings and arrows ¥ a8 1 knew, Mr. Rawn Perhaps |

fall upon thé buckler of her perfoct
dlenity and ber narfect boauty, but sha

was wropg in coming to trust so much
to you—to depend on you so mueh N

for nlmost half |

a Gedmeu 80 DATEraEl, that Ure Jost
let malters go on, almost without any
thought. I've only been anxicus tc
Ao my work—that was all. But this
ecrusl talk®ahont lls—‘aoll—i! can have
but one end. I must go*

“Go? Leave me? You'll do nothing
of the sort! I'll take care of this thing
myself, I eayv—""11 siand detween you
and all that eort of talk.”

“Mr. Rawn, 1 don't understand you”

They gat close togather on this bro
caded couch among wmany other hro
caded eonches. Crystul and color and
gilt and ivory were all about them;
pictures, works of art in bronze and

marble and costly porcelaing. The ab
was heavy with fragrance, dripping
with goft melody apd music. She was

beautiful, a beautiful young woman
He caught one glinece into her wide
pathetic eyes ere ske terned and beni
her hend. He caught the fragrance of
| her hair—that strange fragrance of &
| woman's hair. Dejected, drooping a:
| ghie sat, her hands clasped loosely i
I' lier lap, he could see the bent colume

of her beautiful white neck. the curve
of her beautiful ghoulders, white, flaw
legs,

The flower an her borom rose and
fell In her smotion. She was o wom
an.  She was beautiful.  She  was
young, Something subtle, poewerful
| mysterious, stole into the air.

She was a woman!
|  Suddenly this thought came to Jim

Rawn like a sudden blow In the face

ft came in a sense hitherto unknowr
| to him in all his life. Now he under

stood what life might be, saw what de

Hght might be! He saw now that al;
| along he had admired this girl and
| anly been unconscious of his admira
tlon. God! what had he lozt, all these
years! He, Juhn Rawn, hiad lived al
| thuese years, and had not loved!

Jie reached out timidly and tonched
her round, white arm, to attract her
attention. Sh~ flinched from him ¢
trifle, and he also from her. Fire rar
ihrough her velns as from a cup o
wine, heady and strong® He was ¢
By, a young man discovering life
'Ciie glory of life, the reason, had beer
bere all this time, and bhe had not sus
| pectea It. What deed for pity had been
v rought! He, John Rawn, never be
fore had koown what love might bef
fie was the last man on Manhattan te
ry mad over Virginia Delaware.

She drew back from him, secing the
flush upon his face, color rising o her
own. Indeed, the power of the men,
| his sudden, vast passion, were not Insl

upon her, diferent as he was from the

idol of a young girl's dreams. But Vie
l(::nla Delaware gsaw more than the
physical image of this man Leside her,
| 8he knew what he had to share, wlaj
| power, what wealth, what station. 8ho
knew well enough what John Rawy
| could do; and ghe gazed her own valng

%0 him b} the flush on his face, the
I Zlitter in his eve,
| For one moment she paused. For
one moment heredity, the way of her
own people, had its way. For one
moment she saw snother [ace, differ
ent from this Nlushed and corded one
bent near. It was for but a momert;
then ambitlon once more took charge
of her soul and her body alike.

The net was thrown. Silently, geut:
ly, she tightened [ts edges with the
silken cords. He loved her. The rast
wns simple. She saw the world nn-
rolling before her like a seroll, All

|

“1 Want You"

else was but matter of detall. Abrcve
crucinl moment.
1s dangerous for a woman, always bad
fenred, as apy woman may, that ‘ove
might sweep her away from her cwn
safe moorings. S8he rejoiced now to
seo this danger past, rejoiced to fod
her pulses cool and even, her volce 1n-
dor control, herself mistress of her
self. 8he did uot love him.

But she drew back now apparently
startled, apprehensive. “We must go,
Mr. Rawn,” she sald; and would have
risen.

He put out a hand. almost rude in
fts vehemence. “You shall not go!
I've got to tell you. 8it down! Listen!
We'll separate in one way, yes, You'ro
done now with your clerking days for
ever, Bul you're golng to bo my wife.
1 want you; and, by God, [ love you'!"

His volee rose untfl she was almost
alarmed. 8he looked about ip real
apprehension, SBhe turned, to see John
Rawn's face convulsed, suffused, his
protruding lower lip trembling, his
eyes almost ready to burst into tears.
Bhe might almost have smiled, go eas-
fly was it all done for her. Yet this
baker's daughter dared to make no
mistake In a sltnation such as this!

“Mr. Rawn" she began, easting
down her eyes, although she allowed
him to retaln her hepd, “what can you
mean? Burely you must be In jost.
Hava you no regard for a poor girl
who Is trylng to make her way In the
world? I've done my best—and now-—"

“Make your way In the world!

(Continued on Page 4)

all, she exulted in her strength at this |
She knew that love !
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sccepied the g.n with or we are two wellbred 1o look g
g1t hotae in the mouth, m\-wgu-.s cauglit by a l-.-_mt.;-:l
10 read ity th Ben | wanted the Farm Journa
! hushand deeply l|| rested I an anicle. Then my
alleit son began to ask, Ii-\*\hv Farm Jourual come vet? Heis
alcmdr::lh\ 1 L mad |l!ﬂ\1hflll 'ﬁllrn bat we flend 40 nroch
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TURREY Sf.CRET.: disclozes fully the methods of P o |
Hotace Vase, A s Rhede
plics |1. W

ale 1 Em{ turkey-man,' whe sup.
Chankesmoing tarkey It t1efls how to

Euns 3 U6 Fe@ RS CRIE e tho'y R S e Piterest aned uplot o this fite pager thit we appreciate our hoew
" e Py | sl bow 31 make 3 tarkey aach PAY. Year s gt n\ui.. and more,” wiites Ella B, Burkmun,
The MILLION EGG-FARM <ives the methods by 4] received ‘Comn Secrets' and ‘Poultry Scerets,’

which ) M. Foster made ovet S!.'l 000 a year, mainly from
eprs, Al el L. raisers shoull learn abaut the “Rancocna
Uust,'* anid liow Fuster FE EDS hens Lo produce such quantilles
ol cges, espevually in winter

DRESSMAKING SELF-TAUGHT shows how anv
itelligent woman can deslgn and n kc her own clithes, in the
Height of Lsliion, The author Bas done it since she was a girl,
She now has @ successiul -Iu—--‘.nn,m r establishment and a
sclivul of dressmaking  Hlustraved with d.agrnn-'

SHALL I FARM? is a clear, impartial statement of
both advantapes sl dravbacks of farming, to help those who
have to decide this imports lu' question,  Ibwarms yov of dangers,
siviidles, and mistakes, tells how 1o 8an, equipment needed,
W cost, Chaties of sucvess Low to get gusernment awd, i,

and consider tiiem worth ther weglht in gold,” says W. G, Newails

“What your Exe Dook tells would talie a beginner
years Lo learn,™ says Koy Chaney.

“Iuck Dollars is the l;a-'.t book I ever had on duck-
ralsing,” says F. M. Wamock

“1f your other l_‘nﬁ.‘Llf'“ contain as much valuable
informaton as the Egg-Pook. | would cousider them chivap at
double the price,” says F. W, Mansieid,

“l thiniz your Eggz-Book is a wonder,"” says
C. P. Shisey.

“The Farm Journa! beats them all.  Every issue has
n.-mmu!eu zhd weas wonh @ year's subscripuion,’” writes

. H, Potter.

““One year aco | took another agricultural pa
and it took a whole column to tell what Farm Jowrnal tel n
one paragraph, ” says No M. Gladwin,

“It ought to be inevery home where there is a chick,
a child, & vow, a cherry, ur a cucutnber,” sags L U, Bordus,

Theie bootlcls are s x 9 inchkes, and profusely slustrated.

Farm Journal FOUR full ,urs.
with any ene of thess bookiets bOﬂl fOI' sl 00
The Booklets are ROT:dI-—nIﬂyﬂllr'ﬂlfﬂJan
Be 3z e to sy WHITH bpotict you wand

WILMER AThl\-U‘J COMPANY, I’hl!l-laill.k.s FARM JIJURNAL.  WASHINGTON SQUARE. PHILADELPHI.A.

s R a ¢ A

Special Combination Offer

OF THE

News-Advertiser

. The News-Advertiser is regularly $1.00 a year, If you
subscribe NOW we can give you the News-Advertiser
for ons year and the Farm Journal FOUR years,
with any one of the Farm Journal BOOKLETS,

ALL FOR $1.50

and to every subscriber whose order is received
before the edition is exhausted, the publishers
of the Farm Journal promise to send also their
famous ALMANAC, *'Poor Richard Revived,"
for 19018, provided you WRITE ON YOUR

NEWs-ADVERTISERR, Alamogordo, N, M.

1 accept your special offer.  Flease send me the
NeEws-ADVERTISER for one year and FarM JoUmNAL
FOUR years,

with this booklet ALL FOR 5150

ORDER, *“If in time please send the Almanac.” |7 "me i
If you are now taking the Farm Journal, Address
your subscription will be MOVED AHEAD for |° e
four full years.
11 you name oo boskiet, Tarm Jourtal will be sewt for FIVE years. |
To get BOTH re, fill out order b i
and lenfl 1t to us, L‘;"i‘ to the Farm Jou::l:‘l‘:“h ?‘? te mm:‘ mr':m.lmr____ - -
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